NUMBER SEVEN. 


Itis always common for rock music to be threatening, and it is clearly a matter of 
history that rock in the 1950's and 1960's set sons and daughters against parents, 
created violent anti-social attitudes and behavior, and gave teenagers fads that 
were dangerous and self-destructive. The deaths of performers like Jim Morrison, 
Jimi Hendrix, and Janis Joplin, as well as the confession of Charles Manson that his 
cult murders were inspired by the music of The Beatles, were all clear-cut evidence 
the establishment could (and did) use against rock as a creator of values. If silly 
innocent songs like George Harrison's “Piggies” could lead to the slaughter on 
Rodeo Drive then rock is a gateway to inner madness and dangerous anarchy. 

In spite of all this, however, rock is now as American as situation comedies. Rock 
turfs out music to be played in diners, on television, in any store with piped in music, 
all playing dance/pop/synth love songs. With an incredibly diluted sense of 
danger, rock is now a limp rag compared to what it used to be. Corporate bucks 
have sucked out the vitality and made if ‘safe’, more conducive to making money 
from as large an audience as possible. At first glance it seems a far-gone dream that 
rock was threatening at all. 

Itis now up to groups like Sonic Youth and Swans to carry on the torch of danger 
in rock. A recent article by Robert Palmer (New York Times) said, “Rock that is 
intended to be more than mere entertainment thrives on controversy and 
opposition, as performers on the music's cutting edge have always understood 
from Little Richard to The Rolling Stones to The Sex Pistols. It is abrasive by 
birthright.” In light of this comment, Sonic Youth remains one of the few bands that 
has established the Divine Right of Rock: to shock, to question, to penetrate the 
complacent values of passive listeners who look to music merely to affirm what they 
have been taught to like, not to enlarge their perspective or, even more brutal, 
refuse to swallow any more jukebox fodder. 

Sonic Youth used to be on Neutral Records, a label they shared with Swans and 
Glenn Branca. What these bands have in common is that they are deeply rooted in 
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rock music. They are not so much following rock's historical traditions (like the 
Cramps or the Gunn Club) but its implicit nature: whatit can do as opposed to what 
it has done. In an odd way, the music of Sonic Youth, Swans, Live Skull, 
Einsturzende Neubaten, and others who present rock with a cutting edge of 


surfac 
like The Who > orig 
and are now as Middle-of-the-Road as Stevie Wonder). : 
The people involved: the more prominent are Thurston Moore and Lee Renaldo 
of Sonic Youth, Michael Gira of Swans, Lydia Lunch, even Glenn Branca and Rhys 
Chatham. It is difficultto discuss these people seperately, far less concentrate ona 
particular album like Sonic Youth's Bad Moon Rising (|985, Homestead Records) 
because they embrace a widely spreading tradition: experimentation with the rock 
form utilizing sound textures, harmonies as well as dissonance, perverted guitar 
wails, the rough edge of cheaply made and badly battered instruments, mutations of 
the rock song structure, heavy assaults, walls of sound, ear piercing drum beats. 
These are songs that, unlike those of The Beatles and The Stones, will never be 
broken down to elevator muzak. 
Bad Moon Rising is so much in the tradition of the Swans. The bands are 
significantly different from each other but they share a common sense of sound 
texture and violent lyrical material. Lacking the sharp and direct political attacks of 
punk music (which Sonic Youth sounds very little like) there is amore hallucinatory 
lyricism: : 
Seven days and seven nights 
| dreamt a sailor's dream of the sea 
Seven days and seven nights 
| dreamt a sailor’s dream. of me <a 
Seven days and seven nights 
The world was made and lost again. 


There is a deeper sense of violence, a more savage violence just hinted at on the 
surface frustration hatred of punk, a violence more atune to Colonel Kurtz of 
Conrad's Congo: 


I had no beliet before-Until | had this dream 

Last night-! still remember their savage cries- 

So serious in their rite-faces painted in joyous fright- 
In the dawn’s early light... 


There are moments of social protest ("Society is a hole/It makes me lies to my 


“friends...Society is a hole/It hurts my friends’ big heads”) but the crux of the 


development of a new type of protest: a change in the form, not just the content. If 
The Sex Pistols called for Anarchy In The UK it didn't bother them to play right back 
into the hands of Warner Brothers; likewise with The Clash and CBS records. The 
gripping sounds of feedback and distortion on Bad Moon Rising and the lyrical 
dreams of savage with painted faces carrying out forbidden rites creates a more 
cutting picture than the ultimately futile thrashing of hardcore’bands getting their 
frustrations out in a decaying Manhattan auditoriums. 

This is dangerous music. Parents who smile seeing their sons and daughters 
listening to Genesis and Springsteen, and praising the social kindness of those 
involved in hunger relief bands like USA for Africa, can now feel confusion hearing 
Sonic Youth sing: 


Our founding fathers laid right down 
And the Indian ghosts from long ago 
They gave birth to my bastard kin 
America it is called 
It is merely what rock used to be and what it can be again: an effective weapon 
against the vampirism that leads to apathy, weakness, and mindless consumerism. 
—Richard Behrens 


HUNTING LODGE 


Holding your own. The phrase can imply a sense of independence in the face of 
conformity; af dignity and understanding in spite of humiliation and Stupidity. Orto 
the other extreme, the phrase can connote masturbation(which, to read Dali, can® 
be a fairly defiant act in itself). In the case of Michigan's influential Hunting Lodge, it 
would probably be wise to opt for the former interpretation. In the three or four years 
since their inception, and that of the cover organization S/M Operations, Hunting 
Lodge has scored important successes for independent American music; however 
they have still been unable to sway larger audiences (even though their first LP, 
WILL, sold out all too quickly!). 

In Issue #4 of A/a it was recounted how ‘unappreciative’ a New York audience 
was to their only show in the area; since that time Hunting Lodge has been reduced 
to one member, Lon Diehl. How he can generate by himself the barrage of sound 
associated with the band is not easily imagined, but he is doing it, to his credit. 
Adversity has also come in the loss of Hunting Lodge's chief performance space, 
The Harrington Ballroom (at which an entire cassette —including performances by 
folk singer/perverter John Wright and Shame, Exposure:— was recorded in 1983) 
toanew, ‘higher-class' management. In New York City this is called “gentrification,” 
the process by which lower income people are chased out of their homes by 
landlords in order to make room for upscale “yuppies” who can afford much higher 
rents. 

But Hunting Lodge has new tools in its arsenal. These include the already- 
released LP Nomad Souls, a soon-to-be-issued twelve-inch entitled “Tribal 
Warning Shot,” and an upcoming live cassette from Innersleeve (PO Box 
1060/Allston MA 02134) called The Harvest. With these releases across the 
spectrum, Hunting Lodge can continue to be visible to cassette consumers in 
America and Europe while gaining the leverage to sway new listeners through 
vinyls. It can be expected that “Tribal Warning Shot” will be well-recorded, and will 
perhaps have the rhythmic emphasis of the still-available “Night From Night” 
seven-inch; meanwhile the Innersleeve cassette will hopefully document with good 
recording quality the form and force of Hunting Lodge's live presentations. 

Nomad Souls is a different kind of document; one of stylistic change. From the 
muddled murkiness of WILL and 23 Minutes of Murder has come a clearer, crisper, 
more musically forceful image. Like Einsturzende Neubauten, there has been a 
movement towards the regulating forcé of the bass and electric guitar; this comes 
through —in Nomad Souls— on “Beautiful Ugly,” a three-and-a-half minute cut on 
Side One. Rather than employing a settled and repetitious bass line, Hunting Lodge 
uses fragments of one —this style also applies to their utilization of rhythm. Rare is 
the piece in which a rhythmic pattern does not start up, fall apart, begin again, and 
mutate into something new (‘Night From Night’ would be one of those rare 
exceptions). In much of the world’s ritualistic use of percussion —even in the 
pealing of carrilon bells— rhythms do alter subtly; the effect not only regulates the 
subconscious but is overwhelmingly visceral. Itis a feeling of pure, ecstatic danger 
which strikes the body of a Hunting Lodge audience-member —the searing power 
of the godtixe forces harnessed and released by the band. 

But whatever is godlike about Hunting Lodge is a process —a ceremony being 
enacted by Diehl. He is not himself godlike; he is not the objectified image of the 
Rock Star. Similarly, the founders of French Dada were prudent in pointing out that 
Dada was not —unlike Surrealism later— the product of its members + its works, but 
an undefinable emotion (or spirit) which would convene during their performances. 
Hunting Lodge is not arock poster or button but a sensual experience —all of which 
adds to the absurdity of “God Loves the Rock Stars” on Nomad Souls’ Side Two. 
Here, a found voice (probably from some show like The 700 Club) can be heard to 
defend not so much the music that the stars make as the stars themselves. 


Cover Detail/ Nomad Souls 


Prime Hunting Lodge material is the stur ot wnich “Born of Fire,” the ten-minute 
Side One closer, is made. Here are the tense rhythms, the hesitant percussive 
drives, and the urgent, whispered announcements: “Born of fire; born of heat!” This 
is birth beyond Hell; certainly beyond innocence. This is the birth “of Nova 
conditions” as WS Burroughs described it so long ago —or to use the cliche, birth 
“under the gun.” In this cry, Hunting Lodge expresses the primal urges, the 
excessive violence, and the exasperating repression of ideas that this country 
fosters for the entire world: a melting/pot turned pressure-cooker: This is‘a’portrait 
of the true America, as exhilirating as it is inexcusable (and other words beginning 
with ‘ex-’). Certainly more popular forms of entertainment cannot afford to be this 
honest; this candidly frank. 

Hunting Lodge also clarifies its image of “The Wolf Hour” with a piece that 
combines new poetry (recited by Roselle Williams) and music with this older idea 
(from WILL): 


We wander too far from the yellow fields of the day 
Drawn to the woods by something far far away 
Journey too far, too far into, the wolf hour. 
Try to escape, try to recapture the distance back to the fields of day 
The night has teeth, and its black grip holds us tight 
Separated from the fields, we lose our sight... 


The vocal —originally soft, motheringly tender, and half-chanted/half-spoken— 
begins almost too plaintively. It ends in a poetic shriek right out of Zos Kia; all the 
while the tribal drums and the modern, controlled synthesized waves pulse 
unabated —such is Hunting Lodge. And whatis the banging sound we hear in“The 
Rhythm Cage?” Why, that’s your head slamming against the steel walls, your 
tormentor whipping you around by your heels; Such is the tonal quality of the 
rhythm programming on that track. Keep the word ‘unrelenting’ in mind here. 

In Hunting Lodge's operating base of Port Huron Michigan, Lon Diehl is a 
composer, performer, label operator, agent for international contact, and critical 
observer. All of this changes the air in that town just a little, or makes the sewer 
water run a little slower, or chills the spines of the alley cats. Who knows which? But 
it was by a peculiar accident —we should assume— that the syndicated television 
series Tales From the Darkside set an episode in Port Huron. The themes of the 
program —the motifs— were greed, insanity, and the evocation of demons.by the 
foolish. Some accident. Diehl called the episode “shockingly appropriate.” 

But we in the real world havea trick in the deck. We can confine our own demons 
to the Rhythm Cage by the evocation of Hunting Lodge. 


CONTACT: 
S/M Operations 
PO Box 1282 
Port Huron MI 48060 


Be sure to write after the sun has fallen from the sky. Such is the wolf hour. Such is 
Hunting Lodge. 
PS— Hold that pose. Hold everything. “Tribal Warning Shot" has just been 
released, and it is a four-track EP that begins with the rhythmically driving title cut 
(‘Fire the tribal warning shot...” sing Skott and Trish Damon). This track, and the one 
which follows entitled “Soul-Vac,” continue Hunting Lodge's ‘departure’ into the 
more conventionally musical. Here electronic and real percussion, bass, and synth 
keyboards push the material into a more accessible realm without sacrificing the 
conceptual edge. “Soul-Vac”’s rhythmic line quickly collapses into a more typical 
—atonal— form. Side B opens with the heavily electronic “Commerce,” featuring 
rhythmic programming, treated vocals by Skott (this seems to be his single!), and 
guitar (a first?) by John Sanborn. The side closes with an alternative, live version of 
“Tribal Warning Shot” recorded in Chicago. Given this piece’s Latin-esque 
percussive base, this live version is arguably the more exciting one presented. Ask 
for it by name... 
—Carl Howard 


JarBOE/Jar 


Objekt 2 Compilation 


Corpses as Bedmates: Babaa & Scheibel = 69 (c/o Cow-Op Industries, 8288 West 
Cedar Avenue, Lakewood/Denver CO 80226). This tape moves around quite a bit, 
from percussive/ metallic pounding with screams to a loose, echoey, sexual sort of 
music, to psycho-childlike wailings, to less-structured (but still echoey) woodwind 
sounds. The binding thread however is the darkly sexual mood. This extends to the 
lyrics; much of the writing deals with sex, death, and/or pain in a somber, trapped 
way. The music fits this, often sounding as if it were recorded in a large nigh. 
chamber. While it doesn't break a lot of new ground, this tapeis very well done and 
thoughtful. Occasionally it is a bit overdone in its self-conscious darkness, but this 
is balanced out by the high quality of the music and by the general air of sincerity. 


jarBOE: Jar (156 E. 2 St., NY NY 10009, #2). | am both frightened and transfixed by 
this. The first side is a continuous piece utilizing electronics and voice —often 
unintelligible words repeated in a chant-like style by a male voice. While simple in 
form, there is an underlying complexity and strangeness that prepares the listener 
for the second side, a long piece entitled “walls.” This is an incredibly real portrayl 
of a complete breakdown, displaying the terror and immense sadness of mental 
illness. Its most interesting aspect is perhaps its effect on the listener: | find myself 
listening to it, fascinated by a woman's horrible pain, like a child's fascination with 
one dying of a debilitating disease. Nonetheless this makes me feel my humanity 
very deeply and consider just how dubiously ‘good’ it is, in all of us. | find it very 
difficult to listen to. 


Boycott the Beatles Sampler: (/RC's to Rudi Tuscher— PO Box 12, CH-2500, Biel 3, 
Switzerland). It's hard to take all of this in at one time; nearly fifty different artists are 
crammed onto this ninety-minute sampler. Stylesrange from basic, tuneful pop to 
flowing, unstructured sound pieces to frantic noise spasms, etc. Each song is 
introduced in German, which helps to lessen the confusion of taking so much in at 
onetime. Though there are some relatively ‘big’ names here, itis nearly impossible 
to name any standouts due to the sheer number and the shortness of the pieces. 
Overall this is'a fairly good sampler, particularly designed for Walkman listening 
because of the variety of sounds represented. It’s not all good, not all bad, and not 
very boring. 


Blackhouse: Pro-Life & Hope Like a Candle (c/o Ladd-Frith— PO Box 967, Eureka 
CA 95502). Certainly there is ambiguity and conflict which arises from the music of 
this group, who have been proclaimed “Christian-industrial.” If they actually are 
born-again Christians (and | believe they are), they are definitely far from the typical 
and self-righteous Falwellian variety. Breaking stereotypes, particularly those 
concerned with religion, is a very difficult thing to do —something which requires 
much strength of mind on the part of the individual. They deserve respect. 

The music on Pro-Life is a morass of rumbling, shrieking electronics, and 
distorted, drony vocals. While many of the lyrics are difficult to discern, it seems 
from the titles that this tape deals more with religious cliches than does the more 
recent “Hope Like a Candle.” This second tape in addition is more developed and 
depends less upon sheer attacks of noise, instead emphasizing rhythm and a vocal 
production that allows lyrics to be more intelligible. Vocals, also, are generally 
different —on Hope...— from Pro-Life. Instead of echoed shrieks, a staticky, spoken 
voice is often used. This sounds sometimes like the learned calm of a radio: 
evangelist. At times this voice is used in a call-and-response with the shrieked 
vocals, contrasting the falsely self-assured arrogance of those who claim to know 
all. of the religious answers against the intensity of those who still ook. Blackhouse’s 
rejection of the simple answers makes this a tape that can make its listeners think. 


Objekt International Compilation: (c/o Ladd-Frith, as above). As compilations go 
this is a good one, with an abundance of good cuts and very few bad ones. There 
are twenty-seven groups/artists represented in all, and there are almost too many 
standouts to list, although some would be Viscera, Minimal Man, Pacific 231, 
Blackhouse, ABC Mutes, Psi-Field, Problemist, F/i...you get the idea. ThiSis pretty 


much first-rate; unlike many samplers, there is very little filler. In addition, it comes 


with a very nice booklet with contact addresses. Quite worthwhile. 


Psyclones: Between Space (c/o Ladd-Frith, as above). Repeated patterns which 
usually require listening, sometimes rhythmic, always building, changing. The 
Psyclones use a variety of instruments and sounds to get their music across, and 
this is often reflected in the music’s depth. At its best it is a swimming vortex which 
demands close listening and well-warrented concentration. Atits worstit is —while 
not awful— rather tedious and self-indulgent, occasionally seeming to be sound for 
sound's sake; a flurry of different noises with no real purpose. The balance between 
the two favors the good side, with quite a bit inbetween the two. It must be said that 
some of it is fascinating and very well done, and that which isn’t is usually 
interesting. So overall this is a worthwhile listen. 


Scott Fraser: The Water Album (Fun Music— 171 South Park, San Francisco CA 
94107). This is acollection of recordings of a wide variety of water sounds, taped in 
various parts of America between 1978 and 1983. While. this may sound like 
something simple, the end result is very complex and involving, while maintaining a 
sort of purity about it. Many of the pieces sound fairly close to how one would 
expect them to sound; however, since these sounds are presented in a different 
context, they easily provoke interest. Still, to me the really fascinating pieces are 
those in which the sounds presented aren't easily identified. “vent,” “drips,” and 
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Theatre of Ice/ Beyond the Graves of Passi 


“pool” are particularly unusual, and the last one especially so; itis a recording ofa 
pool of sick sea lions that is strangely haunting. Most of the other segments are also ’ 
interesting to listen to, and fortunately the recording quality is excellent. The 
provided liner notes are also very helpful. 


Tom Furgas: Bone of Contention (1840 Paisley Road, 3, Youngstown OH 44511). 
This tape, while not at all unpleasant, is somewhat boring. Most often simple and 
classical rhythms repeat, repeat, with occasional, repeating, synthesizer based 
melody repeating over this. When the music follows this description it tends to go 
around in circles with little apparent purpose or inspiration. However there are 
some pieces that go beyond this, such as “Nice Day,” which builds itself around a 
lurching, repeating, downward melody, along with the words “nice day” repeated 
over and over. I'm sure that large quantities of blood and spit and dedication went 
into this, but the end result is music that is overly pleasant, unchallenging, and 
seemingly intellectually removed from itself. 


Theatre of Ice: Beyond the Graves of Passion (6950 Pasture Road, Fallon NV 89406). 
Recorded in a “haunted house located somewhere in the Nevada desert,” these 
songs are both trashy and serious. Concerned mostly with the topics of death ard 
fear ina somewhat overstated manner, this is saved by its sense of humor and by its 
relative sincerity. The humor comes in the way that the main themes are repeated in 
each song —hence the sincerity, in the group’s single-mindedness. The music 
itself is somewhat-trashy, grating rock, sometimes sounding strangely normal and 
sometimes a bit more unconventional. Unfortunately it i$ not that well recorded; 
unlike a brand new and as yet unreleased tape by them which | just received. The 
new tape, aside from quite a few refinements (such as the sound quality) is rather 
like the older one. Improvements are shown particularly in the vocals, which are 
detached and ‘creepy’ like those on the earlier tape, but are also much clearer. This 


_ band is somewhat obnoxious and trashy, but also appealing. =, axed 


Slaughter of the Innocent Compilation: (c/o Aeon— 604 Princeton, 604 Princeton, 
Fort Collins CO 80525). What is perhaps moststriking about this cassette is the fact 
that while most of these groups may share similar aims or ideas, their approaches 
soundwise are completely varied. The sounds range from somewhat subtle tape 
manipulations to ear-splitting feedback exercizes, and cover a lot of ground 
between and beyond the two. The high quality of the music on this tape also makes 
it nearly essential for those interested in difficult music. While not at all definitive, 
this is pérhaps as close as a single tape can come. 


Viscera: WHo Is. This One (c/o Cause & Effect— 5012% N. Winthrop Avenue, 
indianapolis IN 46205). Music that one is engulfed by; deliberately, beautifully 
strange. Different methods are used: Woman's voice and incantation, somber, 
church-y, organ-like sounds, chopped up tellings of bizarre tales, tape manipula- 
tions, trance-like sound repetitions, and chant-like voices all creating a music that 
one can drown in. | find Viscera’s music very pristine; though it is not simple, it is 
very direct and seemingly unified in its intent. A great plus also is the high sound 
quality; while the music of many cassette artists may be as involving as Viscera’s, it 
often doesn't work nearly as well due to the obscuring of the music that comes from 
bad sound quality. That problem is not in evidence here. The lyrics deal with pain, 
fear, sex, and the like; they are intriguing and oblique. Like the music on this tape, 
they have a mood that one can nearly touch: large, soft, curved, and dark; engulfing, 
like an enormous black amoeba. Viscerais one of the few bands that! can describe 
in visual terms without difficulty. 


Bande Berne Crematoire (c/o Cause & Effect, as above). BBC is, | believe, just one 
person —which may or may not be relevant to the music on this tape. The music 
here is often concerned with the interlocking of different rhythms, along with voice 
(often somewhat in the background), static sounds, and electronic and repetitive 
buzzing ‘melodies.’ The sounds of radio are also used quite a bit. In addition, some 
of the pieces utilize very subtle changes: while seeming to repeat, the pieces 
change very slowly so that the end is much different from the beginning. Perhaps 
the most pertinent description however is provided in the cover: “Tapes/ 
Voice/Rhythm/Electronic.” These are the basic materials of this music, used in 
many combinations with many variations. Rhythm is very important, in fact probably 
the most pervasive aspect; taped voices (probably from radios) are also very 
apparent. The low-pitched drones add to this: although they are in the background 
they are often used. Most of this combines to make a consistent, inventive, and 
rather satisfying tape. The ideas (though not always complete) are strong and the 
music has obvigusly been made with care and thought. 


Nisus Anal Furgler (c/o Cause & Effect, as above). Nisus Anal Furgler is a Swiss 
group composed of two people, Rudi Tuscher and Martin Schori. It sounds like 
more, however. Using a sometimes very abrasive and full sound and sometimes 
one which is looser, less frenzied, and more differentiated, they manage to create a 
lot of sound for just two people. Their sound is particularly difficult to describe, 
partly because of these wide variations: it can be described though as somewhat 
demented or twisted, and as extremely enjoyable to listen to (in a perverse sort of 
way, of course!). Rhythm, while occasionally predominant, is more often non- 
existent; the unification between each piece is, perhaps, the intense enjoyment ~ 
(emphasis on intense) on the part of the musicians. While it is difficult to pinpoint 
exactly the mood of this music, one important factor is that although this music can 
be appreciated ona very serious level (and was probably created on avery ‘serious’ 
level), it is also a lot of fun. 


Some British music in the ‘rock’ vein is not immediately blown out of proportion by 
their national radio and then shovelled into America by the shiploads. For example, 
it is not uncommon that a moderately successful group such as Attrition should 
receive more attention in-Holland and the colleges of the US than in their own 
country. Portion Control would be another example of this. 

Attrition, a group which is long familiar to those who make compilation cassettes, 
now releases vinyl on Third Mind Records, whichis also the home of Bushido. If any 
band can be said to speak for a Third Mind ‘attitude’ or ‘outlook,’ itis Bushido, which 
is led by iabel boss Gary Levermore (whose name should not be unfamiliar to those 
who've read A/a). 

The band, though it had never released any feeorde or tapes before late 1984, has 
actually been in existence since 1982. Except for one recorded manifestation 
however (the track “Modelwerk” on The Elephant Table Albumand Rising from the 
Red Sand Volume |) it has been basically inactive until last year. During that time 
Levermore was chiefly engaged in building up Third Mind Records into the single 
largest entertainment industry the world has ever known. 

This achieved, Levermore —a one-time member of Glenn Michael Wallis’. 
Konstruktivits— chose to reactiviate Bushido with a far different orientation than 
that achieved with the neo-‘industrial’ sounding “Modelwerk.” Things now began 
moving rather rapidly. Recruiting several friends for new recording work in the 
summer of 1984, the result has become the three-track “Bushido” EP and the LP 
The Sands of Nakajima. The focus and musical direction of this second Bushido 
becomes clear over these two discs. 

The EP begins with the slow, even ‘haunting’ “Among the Ruins,” which features 
in a guest lead role the singer Chryss from Attrition. The song is definitely a kind of 
love piece (in a strange way) —or even a soundtrack from an apocalyptic porn 
film— but the emphasis is firmly on the virtuousity of the singer within a swirling 
sounscape of deep bass and neo-classical grand piano: 


Among the ruins where we first made love 
My death waits in a double bed 
Don't want you back anymore 
Everything I've ever known falls 


This is followed by the short but powerfully rhythmic “The First Cut,” which 
pounds along with an uncanny complexity of interwoven drum and keyboard lines. 
Its sudden ending is something better revealed at high volume than here in print, but 
it can be said that it is quite out of the experience of ordinary dance-rock. 

The highlight of the EP is the sensual synthesizer track “Beyond the Great Wall,” 
which ina way is 4 twelve-minute homage to the pervasive influence of Chris Carter 
(CTI). The minimal keyboard approach is quite reminiscent of Carter's work, but that 
is not necessarily a point against the piece. Actually, the work was (or will be) used 
as a soundtrack for a British television documentary, according to the group. 

The Sands of Nakajima is by far a more crucial —meaning indicative— work for 
Bushido. Here in crystallized form one can find all the elements that make the 
group’s present output so unusual. Beneath a Dali-esque cover painting by 
Lawrence Burton —who's done many covers for Third Mind of late, including one 
for Glenn Wallis' Black December— The Sands of Nakajima begins with “Rain.” 
This simple, introductory work builds in strata of chords from a single, sustained 
note (possibly high C) until the heavens figuratively open and the rain itself pours 
out. For realism, Bushido’s recording of rain beats any live sound ever presented 
through Psychic TV's Zuccarelli Holophonics. 

Bushido, in The Sands of Nakajima, show that they are not afraid of revealing 
interests in a variety of styles. Inaddition, they are afraid neither of discussing what 
work wentinto their songs nor of announcing their personal desire to communicate. 
Of the LP’s second song, “If...” keyboardist lan Williams claims the piece was 
played by a “school orchestra, but it was spoilt by some explosions outside towards 
the end...” Vocalist Levermore now comes in’ and counters in typical fashion: 
“Actually, lan’s lying...l added the fireworks as a symbolic gesture to the memory of 
Guy Fawkes, the only man to enter Parliament with honest intentions.” Actually, 
they’re both lying (why not?), but the piece does establish a theme that comes to 
carry the record: the importance of remembering the devastation of the second 
World War, and the poltical underpinnings that motivate war. From “If...” 


You are all liars 
Left or right 
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Black or white 
You say the things you do 
Like selling arms like lucky charms 
Are because it’s a tough old world out there 
But you've made it that way 
Why don't you grow up for a change? 


The last line being a kind of reverse psychology from very young people to very 
stuffy government leaders ina very stuffy goverment. Musically the track introduces 
the piano theme-and-variations form that seems central to Williams’ pseudo- 
baroque idiom. 

Never settling down, Nakajima now shifts quickly to the quirky and rhythmic “She 
Had to Say Yes,” featuring the lovely, taped voice of a bureaucrat to his...secretary? 
“| like the way you said that...has a certain tone...smack of efficiency!” Efficiency? 
Bushido isn’t afraid of humor, either. They seem to like it fast and contradictory. 
Their interview in Abstract #4 is perfect evidence of this. Continually changing the 
subject, Levermore and Williams drop influences like spitballs; these turn out to 
range from Claude Debussy to Fritz the Cat to Marilyn Monroe; Levermore turns out 
to be a big fan of spy films. 

“Johnny Fez’s South Mediterranean Blues (Morrocan Roll)" —did you catch the 
pun?— ricochets the LP back to the ‘greyer’ tones of “Modelwerk,” only this time 
with a well-integrated ‘Jerusalem Market’ sequence right out of Cabaret Voltaire or 
Blaine L. Reininger (and his “Nur Al Hajj, Fake Arab from New Jersey”). Frankly 
however, this piece is just the sort of thing that, if it were done in this country, would 
never get any further than cassette. 

Following this piece, “First Respects (for NV & BS)” combines the piano work ofa 
piece like “If...” with more vocals by Chryss/Attrition in a way that very much 
prepares listeners for “Among the Ruins,” which on the LP begins Side Two. 
Closing Side One, “Laugh, Clown, Laugh” combines more grand piano with drum 
machine and attempted disco-scratching. “We doubt if anyone will be able to 
dance to this piece,” says Williams, “but the precision scratching gives it a good 
melody. Nobody in Bushidoville remembers whatthe original record was, or whatit 
sounded like; neither do we care.” 

There are two high points to Side Two of Nakajima, following “Among the Ruins;” 
the first is “False Prophets = False Profits.” Says Levermore, “This particular little 
ditty is dedicated to all those groups who pick up on current trends and utilize them 
in their song or subject matter or composition without appreciating or discovering 
properly what they are dealing with. Glossy images, nice-looking symbols, it's all 
nearly devoid of anything but the most superficial interest. Bushido say discover, 
learn, and then utilize.” Glenn Wallis receives the credit for a drum track here thatis 
unmistakably his. 


Empty gestures, no content 
Strength, will, triumph... 
Symbols mean nothing 
Clenched fist, raised arm 
Think for yourself, yourself... 
—‘False Prophets = False Profits” 


In these lines is not only a call to strength, buta rally against blindness; a cheer for 
the resilient dignity of man. These qualities dominate the Side Two centerpiece, 
“Black August—The Rape of Honour,” a track which also introduces Bushido’s 
unusual concern for Japanese consciousness. In this tale —a carefully-crafted 
soundscape of music, backing tapes, and narrative, Levermore (in a plaintive voice 
reminiscent of a young John Cale) sets up a chance meeting in an outdoor cafe in 
London between an American man and a pretty Japanese girl. The year is 1960. The 
sight of the American shocks the woman into a recollection of childhood: Black 
August; the horror of Hiroshima. “The song,” Levermore asserts, “is not meant to be 
either pro-Japanese or anti-American, it's just anti-war and anti-warmonger.” This 
is not, either, to lose sight of the influential Hiroshima, Mon Amouras filmed in 1960 
by Alain Resnais! But Bushido achieves their effect without the empty, bumper- 
sticker sentimentality of Frankie Goes... or the icky hypocrisy of all of the superstar 


: i 
feed-the-hungry efforts (It’s interesting that while Britain's top pop stars dripped 
love and supposed feeling on the starving of Ethiopia, the plight of the jobless and 
repressed miners in their own country went unnoticed by them). 

As was mentioned, Bushido is a group quite open to communication, to the point 
that “Replies can be...delivered personally if you supply the petrol money.” The only 
problem with this might be that, like Attrition (with whom A/a is now arranging an 
interview), Bushido’s largest audience could be in Holland or...Japan? 

However, Gary Levermore has consented to share some of his —and 
Bushido's—ideas and motivations with this magazine...and so... 


ooooo 


A/a: The Sands of Nakajima and the name Bushido all come from Japanese war 
history, don't they? What's the band’s connection, and interest, in those things? — 
GL: The name BUSHIDO comes not just from Japanese war history, but from 
Japanese culture itself. We have.no connection with it... It does interest me a great 
deal, but so do a lot of things. The group was originally named after we read The 
Knights of Bushido, Lord Russell of Liverpool's famous account of Japanese war 
crimes in the second World War. It amazed and horrified me how people in the 
twentieth century could be so barbaric and inhumane. 

The Japanese were one of a number of nations, of course, indulging in these 
sickening acts. I'd always imagined the Japanese as extremely honorable and 
militarily sound (in all senses). I'd always thought of the Japanese as being very 
brave, having read all about Hari-Kiri, Seppuku, Kamikaze, and all the rest —but it 
seems that at its head were some very unsound, sadidtic minds at work. 

Of course, | didn't choose the name simply to glorify the. Japanese way of 
existence —just to comment on it, and to say it interests me. | think it's agood name, 
very exotic-sounding, with absolutely no hint to the uninitiated (and there are many) 
where it comes from and what it means; and to the initiated, well, it carries sinister 
overtones. 

The Sands of Nakajima [has] nothing at all to do with war history! Nakajima is a 
well-known Japanese golfer who once took nine shots to get out of a bunker on the 
17th at St. Andrews (in the Open of either 1979 or 1980; | can’tremember). From that 
day on, all the locals renamed the bunker The Sands of Nakajima. Yes, the title has 
been chosen to fool people (so it has worked!). Just another Third Mind in-joke 
there! | chose it simply because it sounded appropriate —it does sound like a battle 
or a war film, and | thought it would get a few laughs when people found out what it 
meant. In this country, it already has! 

A/a: The last manifestation of Bushido recorded “Modelwerk.” What's happened 
between then and now, and why the long wait? 

GL: “Modelwerk” was just a piece of nonsensical fluff recorded just so we could 
have some vinyl out. After originally forming in 1982, Bushido actually did very little 
at all. | spent all of 1983 and the first half of 1984 building up Third Mind as a label. | 
was also working with Konstruktivits. The only other member of the group then was 
a drummer for another group, so he had plenty of other things to do. Bushido just 
seemed to disintigrate before it had really doneanything! 

Then last summer | began recording with my best friend since school days (lan 
Williams), and things just seemed to click. | then asked Chris Elliott, who | had 
known for ten years (since he was nine and | eleven), to help us out and he ended up 
joining the group, and now writes most of the music. I’d often considered using 
Chris —he had been playing music since the age of four; we'd often talk about 
working together— his musical skills coupled with my knowledge of how to get 
records on shop shelves, and the whole set-up behind distribution, etc. 

Now we are working as a four-piece, as Chris Brownett is drumming for us. There 
is no connection between the Bushido of “Modelwerk” and now —it's really two 
completely different groups (as you can hear!) 


Cover Detail/ The Sounds of Nakajima 


A/a: Is there a conscious reason behind the predominance of classical-sounding 


keyboards in Bushido? 

GL: There isn't the classical-sounding stuff just fitted in with the material we had 
at the time. Not much of the new material has so much predominantly classical- 
sounding keys. There was also an element of one-upmanship on my part... So many 
groups these days, from Siouxsie & The Banshees to Test Department, use 
classical tapes to gain effect. We went one better on Sands of... we actually can play 
the blasted stuff! 

| would like to point out that we are happy with the first LP, butitis limited in many 
respects —budget, time, some production...also the fact that we had only been 
together two weeks as a three-piece unit when we recorded that LP! The best track 
we have recorded to date, an instrumental called “Somebody Up. There Likes Me” 
(the opening cut on [upcoming Third Mind LP] Could You Walk on the Waters?), is 
more like it. But we are now upgrading to sixteen-track recording, and are getting 
more vocal-oriented. The next LP will be a greater change still. 

A/a: How much of Sands was rehearsed, and how much was improvisational? 
GL: All of itwas rehearsed to some extent, although as I've just pointed out, we were 
severely limited by time. Many things were done in one take, eg. Chryss' vocals on 
“Among the Ruins,” False Prophets,” “If...” | think we want to take care over 
everything we do —the terms ‘improvisational’ and ‘experimental’ are pretty 
redundant these days. Even if things are done in one take or made up on the spot, 
any group wants to make sure it gets presented properly in the final mix. 

A/a: Why was the “Among the Ruins" single released so far in advance of the LP? 
GL: It was only released two-and-a-half months in advance, and served its purpose 
really in promoting the LP to come. It also enabled us to get a couple of other tracks 
we liked released [He mentions here that “Beyond the Great Wall” is to be a 
documentary soundtrack]. 

A/a: How did Chryss/Attrition get to be the singer on “Among the Ruins”? 

GL: Because she has a superb voice, much better than mine, and | thought her style 
would turn out to be a good vehicle for the words | had written and for lan's tune. It 
was! 

Attrition are also, as you know, TM recording stars, and we all see each other 
quite a lot. There’s a lot of friendship really between the two groups...everyone likes 
and respects each other. 

A/a: What are some of the other projects that band members are involved with? 

GL: All three members, apart from me, are involved in other groups, butona purely 
amateur basis. The only lot who have had any viny! out so far are lan's other group, 
The Beautiful Pea Green Boat, who released a twelve-inch last October. Chris 
Brownett drums for Ring of Steel, and Chris Elliott plays guitar for The Lynch Mob. 

Most Bushido material is written, recorded, and produced by Chris Elliott and 
myself, and just about all our time and energy goes into Bushido. 

A/a: You seem to have a predilection for schlock spy movies and TV. Where does 
this come from? 
GL: Yes, | love spy movies. All those '50’s and '60’s films with a sense of style, a 
sense of humor, and naivete —before everyone grew up in the ‘70's. I've always 
liked things such as Man From Uncle, Bond, Matt He/m, Bogart, Flint, Harry Palmer, 
The Prisoner, The Avengers, The Persuaders, The Champions, The Saint; their 
accompanying actors/actresses, as well as people like Dirk Bogarde, Malcolm 
McDowell —they all have style. I'm only twenty-one now, but I've never liked the 
standard 70's cops and robbers series that you bastards exported, or our home- 
grown ones (apart from The New Avengers). Don't ask me what caused this 
predilection. It just is... 
A/a: Are you aware of definite themes in Bushido work? Could all of that spy stuff tie 
in somehow? 
GL: No, all the spy stuff doesn't really tie in, or at least not in the way you might 
imagine it! Yes, there are definite themes and strands of thought in our work, many 
of which are evident now, and many which will be elaborated on over the next few 
years. | think these'll become: more evident as we progress. 
A/a: In terms of projects, what next? A “Serious Nakajima” tour? 
GL: Bushido vinyl! to date and for '85: 

(1983: one track on Elephant Table) 

1984: 
October— one track on Life at the Top 
October— twelve-inch EP; three tracks 
1985: 

January— LP; eleven tracks 

March— three tracks on Could You Walk on the Waters? 

May/June— second LP; provisionally entitled The Godgame 

Sept./Oct.— third LP; provisionally entitled Eugene’s Lair 

The second LP will be almost entirely instrumental —a soundtrack LP. Just as 
important as the other LP's to date, and in many respects might be even better. 

OTHER PLANS: Autumn— gigs... Bushido haven't played live yet. It will be nice to 
wait until all that vinyl is cleared so we have such a huge back catalogue and more 
new material to choose from to play. | would like to play our first gigs in Holland, or 
somewhere like that, because that is where the most interest in the label is coming 
from at the moment. 
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PS— Followers of Glenn Michael Wallis’ music may be interested to learn thata 
cassette entitled Konstruktivits: Psykho- Genetika Ii, consisting of work from 1982, 
is available from Harsh Reality Music/PO Box 241661/Memphis TN 38124-1661. 


Bushido contact: 
Third Mind Records 
20 Spire Avenue 
Tankerton 
Whitstable 
Kent CT5 3DS 
ENGLAND 


—Questions/Commentary: Cari Howard 
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Zos Kia/Coil: Transparent (Nekrophile Rekords PO Box 79, 1080 Vienna 
AUSTRIA). This C-90 is a combined effort of the musicians John Balance, Joan 
d'Arc, and Peter Christopherson, with mixed contributions on each piece of 
music, Christopherson mixed the live portion of the tape. Excellent, haunting 
electronics with terrifying spurts of screams in sections of it. Charles Manson 
has something to say here as well. —JD 


Compilation LP: Drastic Perversions (|nner-X— Box 1060, Allston MA 02134). 
XXX, the Massachusetts-based experimental label, has been issuing some very 
adventurous cassettes and records during the past few years; and now with the 

release of Drastic Perversions the label has solidified into a force to be noted. 

This ten-track compilation presents a number of bands from their area whose 

works stem from the violence, sexual aggression, and despair of the tortured 
subconscious. “Victimm” by Sleep Chamber is the most pointedly graphic piece, 
consisting of pornographic groans and agnostic screams, interspersed with the 

déadpan narration of John ZeWizz, who tells us in no uncertain terms of his © 
plans for the female victim [check lyrics reprinted in A/a #5’s article on Sleep 

Chamber]. Through a subtle use of tapes, electronics, and repetitive electric 
rhythms, the piece maintains a violence and an undeniablé musicality. Women of 

the SS also have created a disturbingly vivid narration of demonic nature with 

“Woman Iz Beast.” The cold, controlled female voice delivers the tale, 
interwoven with all manner of sounds swelling and receding in the mix. 

There is also the tur de force of the LP, Nurse With Wound's “I've Plumbed 
this Whole Neighborhood.” Again we are dealing with the manipulation of the 
human voice; yet the theme here is based upon lines from Eraserhead. 
Beginning simply with “I've locked myself out of my apartment” (repeated 
throughout), the sounds of scraping metals, dissonant violin shrieks, and howling 
interwoven voices lurch forth. The piece builds to a groaning dirge of looped 

sound and voice, layered until an abrupt ending. 

Other fine contributions include Psi-Field’s “Baby Poison,” which is an insane 
conglomeration of reverberating tape loops accented by the urgently-shouted 
counter loop: “Shut up and tell me if you've poisoned my baby!” The piece is a 
two-minute, swelling mass of maniacal tape manipulation somewhat similar to 

Smegma’s better work. Overall, Drastic Perversions —the companion to the 
Inner-X cassette Perfected Perversions— is very good, uncompromising, bleak, 

and disturbing. —PL 


Daniel Lentz: On the Leopard Altar (\con Records— 57 Greene Street, NY NY 
10012). Simply one of the most beautiful records I've heard in recent months, this 
is reminiscent at times of Philip Glass’ Einstein, and of Steve Reich's Music for 
Eighteen Musicians, in its use of female vocal overlay, and rhythmically pulsating 
ensemble arrangements, yet marked with a highly individual sense of texture, 
melody, and form. Pieces like the lushly percussive “Is it Love” present ideas 
from the minimalist school, and yet inject them with new-found warmth and 
melody. The sound is at times classical, but then unexpectedly shifts to the 
almost progressively ambient folk orientation of the title track. The glowing, rich 
timbres combined with Lentz's gorgeously melodic, dynamic sense of 
composition make Leopard Altar a must for anyone interested in beautiful, yet 
challenging new music. , —PL 


SLAP: Pratique (Duotone Records— PO Box 1168/Miami FL 33423). Happiness 
Boys survivor Stephen Nester returns with a second solo LP, in which he further 
pursues the links between sonic and visual imagery —a kind of aural 
impressionism. The title comes from seafaring: “Permission granted to a ship to 
enter a port...after passing quarantine.” This concept is used to color the LP, and 
Nester’s typically meditative and circular rhythms receive further coloration from 
the ‘white-jazz’ style of featured performer Robert Thomas, Jr. (ex-Weather 
Report). For those who have followed the work of Nester, Pratique can offer 
pleasant rewards and even new, stylistic surprises (particularly the almost 
entirely acoustic “Pull of Opposites"). —CH 


Mesh: /njustice (CLAS— Po Box 86010, North Vancouver, British Columbia V7L 
4J5 CANADA). | don’t have too much info on this tape as far as line-up is 
concerned, but this band is from Australia, with slight similarities to compatriates 
Severed Heads. The tape itself has “PLAY LOUD” written on it, and this should 
be obeyed, because it will remove (kill) all insects within a fifty-mile radius. Radio 
voices/tape manipulation/ pounding rhythms/various other sounds create a 
crazy world that could only be understood down under. The C-60 comes with a 
great collage poster. —JD 


DDAA: Prehistoric Rejet (From Cause & Effect— 5015% N. Winthrop Ave., 
Indianapolis IN 46205). So who said that there’s no interesting music coming 
from the French? [Eh...?] This band takes acoustic, instrumental experimentation 


‘Amor Fati" EP 


to the limit. There are also, on this C-40 some spurts of english/french vocals 
thrown in for change of mood. | wish I'd paid more attention in french class so | 
could comprehend these tapes from the French more effectively! —JD 


Univers Zero: UZED (Madrigal Distribution, 140 Rue du Theatre, 75015 Paris, 
FRANCE). As always, Univers Zero delivers music of power and dynamics, 
executed with virtuousity and vigor. Despite jarring personnel changes, and a 
new assortment of instrumentation, the energy and dramatic shifts in mood 
remain: Daniel Denis, drummer extraordinaire, composer, and sole remaining 
member of the original group, presents five compositions that reflect a greater 
exuberance than was evident in the past. Univers Zero infuses progressive and 
avant-garde, classical elements with others rooted in fusion jazz, and even brief, 
passing interludes of samba-like, European folk. Employing soprano and bass 
sax, Clarinet, bowed guitar (sounding quite like violin), cello, and all manner of 
percussives, UZ's music is ecclectic, impeccably structured, and always 
exciting. Pieces like the amazing “Presage” are highly charged and almost jazzy . 

instrumental workouts, propelled by Denis’ drums, which are situated at the 
forefront of the mix. Other compositions, like the ominously beautiful “Celesta,” 
harken back to past releases, with dark string and piano interplay, suddenly 
shattered by thunderous percussive accents. UZED is a splendid disc, certainly 
one of the great progressive releases of the past few years, and is strongly 
recommended to anyone interested in exciting new music. —PL 


Hector Zazou: Made to Measure Vol. 5—Geographics (Crammed Discs— 52 Rue 
Paul Lauters, 1050 Bruxells BELGIUM). Geographies, the new disc from Mr. 
Zazou, was two years in the making, and is the finest work he has done since his 
departure from the lovely ZNR. Here we are presented with eight beautiful 
movements of Zazou's glowing, post-modern chamber music. Twenty-three 
musicians are employed here, playing a wide range of strings, woodwinds, 
brass, and percussive instruments at various points. Each piece presents an 
ensemble of anywhere from two to twelve players, and the results are light and 
spatial. Delicate webs of strings will rise and fall over gossamer threads of of 
woodwinds, marimbas, etc. The warm, tender melodies and colors which made 
ZNR's work so satisfying is present in Geographies, and although Zazou is 
working with an elaborate array of instruments, the gentle elegant simplicity of 
the compositions make it a uniquely rich and beautiful recording. —PL 
AMOR FATI (Flesh Records— PO Box 5040, North Bergen NJ 07047). Amor Fati 
is the brainchild of hardworking Amaury Perez, whose projects include a four- 
track seven-inch. Images evoked by his lyrics tend toward a “depressing” 
direction on this record, but more evocative are his music and his singing style; 
strong bass and drums (all performed by Perez apparently) predominate over a 
choppy background of guitar. His plaintive voice has been likened to that of 
Johnny Rotten. A more important release for Amor Fati, now expanded into a full 
band, is the new thirty-minute Amor Fati I/ —a cassette which offers far greater. 
insight into Perez's ideas. Cut titles include “Thoughts,” “Justification,” 
“Tension,” and “Perfect Sense.” Another ‘logical title, “Idealization,” is even 

performed with telephone and door. An important booklet available with the - 
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THE MOUNTAINS ARE COLLECTED... 


audiofile Tapes and A/a are proud to present:their first international 
cassette compilation, HEAR THE ROAR OF MOUNTAINS. Featured 
performers include Hunting Lodge, Problemist, Gerechtigkeits Liga, 
Sleep Chamber, Psi-Field, and Constructive Terrorism. : 
Advance orders for this cassette & booklet. are now being accepted. 
___ Send check or money order for $6.50 to: : 
Carl Howard 
209-25 18 Avenue 
Bayside, NY 11360 


Unfortunately, only personal checks or money orders are.acceptable. This cassette will be 
: Officially released in late May 1985. Write today! 


cassette includes passages by important French thinkers of the twentieth 
century and Perez's clearsighted responses to them. It’s time you wrote to this 
gentleman of aspirations. —CH 


Fetus Productions: Environmental (Fetus Productions— PO Box 150, Pyrmont, 
Sydney NSW 2009 AUSTRALIA). What can | say; these guys are a far cry from 
Men Without Hats. | first heard them on Insane Music for Insane People Vol. 5. 
Sort of reminded me of Legendary Pink Dots, only with a little more bite! 
Listening to this LP for the first time, | received a bit of a twisted surprise; the 
sounds on the record were’ more floating noises and various bits of electronic 
collage work. There is a lot of good work happening here, even though the 
vocals are not greatly used. —JD 


Korpses Katatonik: Subklinikal Leukotomy Aphrenia Spasmophilik Lyssophobo 
Asphyxia Sinister Lethal Anorex (or SLASLASLA for short) (Available from Gut 
Level Music— 83 Intervale #2, Brockton MA/or from Nekrophile). The title of this 
tape really says it all. Really eerie sounds wander around your room when this 
tape is playing. Deep, droning electronics create a very disturbing environment 
around the listener. There's an excellent head shot featured on the inner sleeve 
of the tape box. —JD 


P 16 D4: Distruct (Availability— various). Continuing in the tradition of excellence 
and originality comes the fourth disc from the German Selektion label. Distruct is 
a fascinating assemblage of material from all corners of the earth: The basic idea 
is as follows: Between 1982 and 1984, a number of artists sent recorded, raw 
sound material to P 16 D4, directors of the label. With this material, the group 
Processed new sound by manipulation, dubbing, cutting, de/restructuring the 
tape; thus the ten pieces consist of fragments of several independently- 
produced pieces, melded together and organized by P 16 D4. The music covers 
a wide spectrum of sound, using everything from saxophones, toilets, organs, 
violins, pianos, percussion, and a lot of electronics to tapes, etc. At first glance 
this may seem to be a bunch of aimless, arty noodling; actually it is quite the 
Opposite, Distruct is a successful attempt at building new pieces by ravaging old 
ones, salvaging parts, scrapping others. 
The concept of music through the mail is most inviting when artists like 
Nocturnal Emissions, Die Todliche Doris, P-16 D4, Nurse With Wound, and ~ 
Merzbow are involved, Pieces at times border on free music, with sax blasts 
broken by silence and various percussive hammerings. Others are simply Cage- 
like tape experiments based on found sound and voice, while still others run the 
gamut of semi-structured song forms bursting into pure, electronic viotence. 
Distruct is like little else you will hear; radically creative “distant structures,” 
somewhat similar in tone to Neubauten, Deadly Doris, and (again) the Emissions 
and P 16 D4. Definitely not to be missed. —PL 


Sleep Chamber: SLEEP CHAMBER (Innersleeve, as above). The long-awaited 
Sleep Chamber LP represents one of the most daring domestic releases from a 
label that is quickly establishing itself as a central outlet for ‘difficult’ artists. This 

self-'titled disc represents the substantial growth and development of a group 

that has been working with experimental music for four years. The music of 

Sleep Chamber is ice cold, devoid of feeling; music for [from?] the dead. Vocal 
narratives are delivered over reverberating whisps of percussives, fragmented 

guitar, bass, and electronic improvisation. Pieces like “Vivisection,” “Inspiration,” 
and “Victimm” are at once brutal in their graphic imagery, and ambient in the 
churning repetition of electrorhythms. Other works, like the dark, trance- 
inducing “Coven of Angels,” present a very ritualistic side of Sleep Chamber, 
employing Tibetan horns and and bells, distant hollow percussivetape loops, and 
undulating electronic pulses. “Leviatan” and “Weapons ov Magic” share this 
mystical ambience, developing an exotic, occult atmosphere that brings to mind 
the image of being locked in a dream state where the fear, violence, and sexual 
aggressiveness mutate ones perceptions; where confusion is the norm. —PL 


Compilation: Videogames for the Blind (From NORMAL— Spicharnstrasse 61, D- 
5000 KOLN 1, 0221/523828 WEST GERMANY). This tape features such groups 
as Die Form, Nocturnal Emissions, and Attrition. A very nice package package 

from the people at Area Condizionata, with a braille cardboard record and 

glasses. You also get some stickers and a booklet. But the best part is the wide 
variety of groups you get exposed to (if you haven't been before). Compilations 

are a good way to hear about groups who are not widely known. —JD: 

[Speaking of which...] 

Compilation: Ritual Dos Sadisticos |/ (Availability: various). The number of 
fascinating experimental groups in France is astounding, and as is evident from 
this seven-band, twelve-track compilation, the scene is rapidly growing. 
Released by P 231, a purveyor of some very challenging music himself, Ritual // 
presents sound pieces from a wide stylistic spectrum. Some are based upon 
semi-structured, brooding ambience, while others deal with harsh industrial 
rigidity; and still others present the warped, Residents-like song form. At the 
forefront of this document is the wonderful Vox Populi, whose work shows much 
development. Their four pieces are richly rhythmic and exotically textured, 
reminding me of music from the Cameroon rain forests. Other highlights include 
the subdued violence of P 231, whose work is muffled, somber, yet quite brutal: 
built upon dull percussive thuds and mangled, shrieking electronics. The little- 
known DZ Lectric provides another track of ravaged funk, jangling guitars, 

jumbled voices, and noodling rhythm: James Brown meets Liliput. 

The last piece presented is the most conventional in its delicate rhythm and 
web of melody, and for me it is also perhaps the most successful. It is by JP 118, 
a group unknown to me. Their piece is similar in tone to those of Vox Populi; 
very exotic and rich in texture. The arrangement is complex however, highly 
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structured and melodic, somewhat like a cross between Art Zoyd and The 
Residents in a relaxed state. Rituals // is a fine introduction to French ‘difficult’ 
music. Definitely an LP to locate! —PL 


CURRENT 93/NURSE WITH WOUND: Various releases (Layiah: BM Wound— 
London WC1N 3Xx, ENGLAND, Mi-Mort: Flat 666—19 Newport Court, London 
WC2H 7JS, ENGLAND. Availability: various). Perhaps the leaders in the present 
British movement of ‘mystic music’ are Nurse With Wound and Current 93. While 
they share a background in musique concrete and found sound, they now also 
share Steve Stapleton and David Tibet 93. Between them they are responsible 
for four new LP’s released since December 1984. Don't look for any of these to 
be issued domestically. Studio releases, both on Laylah, are C93's Dogs Blood 
Rising and NWW's Brained by Falling Masonry. While NWW combine wit and an 
almost demonic approach to sexuality (recreating original dialogue from 
Eraserhead, as was discussed earlier), C93 pursue a literary approach to 
mysticism (and steal “Falling Back in Fields of Rape” from Death In June) and 
hound a weeping Jesus as the original Anti-Christ. Commemorating the fifteenth 
anniversary of the ritual suicide of Japanese novelist Yukio Mishima, C93, NWW, 
and Coil participated in Bar Maldoror last September —and Mi-Mort has an LP 
each from NWW and C93 in rememberance of the event. Packaged in 
individually-designed sleeves in an edition of 1,000 each, they are invaluable 
documents (even though Stapleton was apparently dissatisfied with his part in 
it!). Ask for them by name. —CH 


Robert Haigh: “Juliet of the Spirits” 12” EP (Availability: various). Robert Haigh’s 
new release is a beautiful yet disturbing pastiche of classical, ambient, jazz, and 
avant-garde elements, bound together by stunning transitions and somber piano 
interludes. “Juliet of the Spirits” is a lush musical combination of acoustic and 
electronic music which reminds of Eno's darker works on the On Land LP, 
combined with the firm compositional sense of Harry Partch. Haigh, also known 
as SEMA, presents two extended pieces of pure brilliance. The opening 
dissonant solo piano of “Juliet...” is suddenly smashed by clangorous [there's a 
word], hammered metal, quickly cutting to a quiet electronic rumble, distant 
soprano voice ...only to dissolve into quaking bass harmonics, churning metal 
fragments... and so it continues, changing continuously through uses of various 
and unlikely instrumental combinations. The mood of the disc is dreamlike, 
hauntingly dark, gently surreal. Despite the jarring changes and mood shifts, 
both pieces are eloquently structured, revealing strong technical ability and 
unsettling vision. Haigh’s music will appeal to those interested in the works of 
George Crumb and Partch, as well as [once again] Nurse With Wound and 
Current 93. 
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EULOGY: ROGER SESSIONS 


sions 


Roger 


In this century, which isin its waning moments, we have been fortunate enough to 
have been exposed to musical spirits of originality: Stravinsky; Schoenberg; and 
ealier on Debussy: Satie; and Strauss. From the first group, a nobleman has fallen 
—Roger H. Sessions (1896-1985). Live Charles Ives, Sessions had the spirit that has 
been called “rugged” and “individualistic,” Certainly it was this: an accomplished 
integration of the expanded pitch, temporal, and instrumental factors of our time. 
From out of these came the evolution of what may be identified as “style,” a distinct 
form of self-expression. 

Yes, Sessions was an American composer; but what is the epitome of an 
American composer? Sessions studied with Horatio Parker (1863-1919) at Yale; 
but Parker, like Boulanger, and like Percy Goetschius still had their minds gluedtoa 
passing aesthetic. This is not to negate the past, for certainly we owe it everything: 
Elliot Carter for example attributes much of his understanding and control of form to 
his ability to at first assimilate Bach cantatas. But the greatest “American Music” 
transcends isms —the idioms— and goes for the jugular of pure expression. The 
listener is then able to categorize the music as ‘happy,’ ‘melancholy,’ ‘American,’ 
‘Hungarian,’ ‘Germanic,’ and so on. These labels do often get in the way, however 
they must be clearly illustrated with examples as “proof.” 

So we are left with an eighty-eight year old man and his musical output. This is his 
achievement in sound. We may also look to another Roger Sessions for guidance 
—the pedagogue at Berkeley and Princeton, the author— the devotee to the cause 
of art. Never really satisfied with the totality of any one of his compositions, Sessions 
constantly revised his pieces. His output as composer is therefore more luminous 
than voluminous. All was refined before, and the end of a composition, he would 
sign the characteristic “fin.” As is the usual case, a composer is greater recognized 
dead than when alive, which is unfortunate for all of those who are within listening 
range. | expect at this time some enterprising conductor or record company will 
assemble a representative collection of Sessions’ works. Here is more proof that we 
don't know what we have until it is gone. Although Sessions is by no means 
unknown, still more of his work must see his way onto the radio dial and into the 
concert hall. The composer has always adhered to the idea that once the work is 
created, it lives its own existence, independent of the composer. 

So now Roger Sessions is dead, but his works still live. They possess an 
inextinguishable vitality all their own. They do not cater to the “Brahmsian Ear,” but 
force the listener into active participation. We are dealing with serious music and 
serious ideas, and this must command respect and involvement. 

We have for example the Pulitzer-Prize winning “Concerto for Orchestra.” We 
have the nine symphonies, all of which show a crystallizing personality. We have 
also the Violin Concerto, and the operatic works Montezuma and Idyll and 
Theocritus. There is the piece “When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloomed,” and of 
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course the music to Andreyev's "The Black Maskérs."" Whatniche these works will 
finally assume in music history has yet to be formed —certainly an important one. 
So the composer has passed on to another mode; but we may still have an open 
dialogue with him by examining all that he has left us, his children. 

—Glen Flax 


CLOSEUP: THE MUSIC 
OF EDGAR VARESE 


With the flames of Wagner dying down into the extended harmonies of Bruckner 
and his contemporaries, Gustav Mahler found himself asking What next?” — 
meaning, was the Germanic legacy going to keep its place in the forefront of 
composition, or would it finally burn out? And could Mahler in his wildest dreams 
have envisioned a rebel by the name of Edgar Varese? 

The French composer Edgar Varese (1883-1965) grew up during an era in which 
the mechanical sounds of automation were just beginning to make a dentin the 
otherwise relatively serene city air. Today the jackhammer, the internal combustion 
engine, and even the synthesizings of Einsteinium are commonplace and often go 
unnoticed. But in the first decades of this century Varese took these sounds, these 
rhythms, and turned it into a music that shocked most of those ears which were so 
at home with Das Rheingold. 

Varese had a fairly excellent musical background, having studied wih Albert 
Roussel and Albert D'Indy in his formative years. This, coupled with a great 
scientific bent, became part of the Varesian universe. His music (while less than 
three hours playing time in all) is the definitive answer to several ‘problems’ in music 
relating to sound production and arrangement. Varese made good with the 
statements “| refuse to submit myself to the sounds that have already been heard” 
and “The present day composer refuses to die.” Perhaps his most famous piece, © 
“lonisation,” is scored for thirty-seven percussion instruments, its structure is a 
tightly interwoven combination of rhythmic sonority and unfixed pitch Motifs occur 
and reoccur, and are also partially disguised and permutated so that a “rhythmic 
counterpoint” is acheived. But the real delight is in the listening 

In “Octandre” and “Hyperprism” Varese clearly uses “city rhythms,” and he takes 
a step forward by stepping back into a creative use of monotone scales. 

During World War Two, most of Varese's creative activity stopped because he felt 
that the technology of electronic sound production had not advanced far enough 
for him to realize his concept of “organized sound.” “Deserts” (1954) was a first step 
in the use of some electronic media. Butin 1958, the then aging composer realized 
the famous electronic composition “Le Poeme Electronic.” For an easy-to-follow 
desciption of this work, one may refer to Music, An Appreciation by Roger Kamien. 

The ideas of Varese became a brilliant reality, and his music —which was 
thought to be “an explosion in a boiler room.” Igor Stravinsky has said that there is 
“nobility in his noise,” which is an insightful comment because it hints at a spirit 
eternal. > 

Suggested Listenings: 
The Varese Album, conducted by Robert Craft 


Suggested Readings: 
The New Worlds of Edgar Varese, edited by Sherman Van Solkema 
Edgar Varese, by Fernand Ouelette 


—Glen Flax 
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